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At ne quis modici tranſiliat munera Liberi, | 2 3 
Centaurea monet eum Lapithis rixa ſuper mero = 
Debellata: monet Sithoniis non levis Evius, EW — = 
Quum fas atque nefas, exiguo fine, libidinum | | | = 
Diſcernunt avidi. Hor. 1 
That none may ſurpaſu 1 4 


The freedom and mirth of a temperate glaſs, | 
Let us think on the Lapithe's quarrels ſo dire, 
And the Thracians, whom. wine can to madneſs inſpire: 
Inſatiate of liquor when glow their full veins, 
No diſtinction of vice or of virtue remains. 
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t 
; Ir » Inſpiration, from the radiant ſphere, 
- Where, at the threſhold of the immortal throne, 
Thou poureſt the high inſtructive _ 
Warbling in ſeraphic ear " 
Thoſe ſacred truths revealed to thes alone; 5 
While, from thy laurell'd brows, effulgent, beam 
The glories which thy ſtate tranſcendant prove--- _ 
Firſt of the hièrarch train! chief heir of Heavenly love! 


1 2. 
15. Inſpiration, from this radiant clime, 
Thou e'er, attentive to ſublunar ſtrain, 

Wert by the bard enamour'd woo'd 

His raptur'd fancy to ſublime, | 

And teach his feeble pinion to attain 
The awful height of thy beatitude,--- 

Now, Inſpiration, now, my boſom fire, 


| While Science hallow'd praiſe reverberates from my lyre. 
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Yes, Rar-crown'd Science, awful Maid! 
(Lov'd ſiſter of the genuine Muſe, 
My theme inyokes) who in the ſhade 
Where philoſophic Thought retires, 
And, as the ſombre ſcene inſpires, 
| The moral clue intent purſues, 
To trace what laws great nature's plan controul, 
And heav'n-ward lift the all-admiring ſoul :--- 
Yes, ſtar-crown'd Science, awful Maid! 
Who, or within this hallow'd ſhade 
Wert firſt conceiv'd, or on the hoary height 
| Of ſome ſtupendous rock, ſublime, 
= Where Contemplation loves to climb, = 
| And, through the ſtill domain of night, ; 
Eye the blue vault,” and moveleſs pole, 
(Round which the ſtars apparent roll) 
With daring thought, intent to ſolve 
What worlds round blazing worlds revolve; . 
What ſyſtems beyond ſyſtems dwell, 
More than numeric arts can tell! 
Which angel eyes, perhaps, behold 
| In boundleſs viſion circling roll'd: 
Syſtems round ſyſtems infinite appear, 
| And in the never-ending circle join 
To form the great eternal year :--- 
Ves, hallowed Science, awful, and divine! 


Thine is my votive theme ; the praiſe, the triumph thine. 
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Twas thou, O Science! from barbaric Night 
That rouſed of old man's wretched race, 
And heaven-ward rear'd the grov ing foul 
To claim its ſov'reign right; 
That bad'ſt his ſavage ſolitude give place 
To ſocial Joys, and Reaſon's calm controul. 
Thou giv'|t the virtuous mind, and, Science, thou 
The god-like form erect, and ſoul- illumin d brow. 


* 
Each conifer too that ſoothes the ſocial tate; 
| Refinement's arts, and all the joys of life, 
To thee, benignant pow'r! we owe. 

You wreft the ſhafts of angry fate; 
Bayubdue the raging billows hoſtile ſtrife, | | 

And ward the angry bolts avenging Tempefts throw: 
Thine is the healing balm, the naval towers _ 
And thine the temper'd rod's N power. 


II. 3. 
Tho „ TR proud of ſordid ore, 
Ungrateful to a parent's fame, 
Pretend to feorn thy hallow'd Lore; 
Yet, wrapt in dulneſs while ſhe lies, 
Or plung'd in avaricious joys, 
The faithful Muſe ſhall loud proclaim--- 
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To thee, all-bounteous Science ! thee, alone, 
She owes whate'er ſupports her boaſtful throne. 
| Who planned the oar? the maſted ſhip, 
That wafts her o'er the ſubject deep ? 
- Who taught to mark the pilot ſtar ? 

The compaſs whoſe, that guides her courſe afar ? 

T was Science plann'd the oar, the ſhip, 
That wafts her o'er the ſubject deep. 
*T was Science mark'd the pilot ſtar : 

Science the compaſs form'd that guides her courſe afar, 
Thus Science every realm explores, 
Thus Science weds the hoſtile ſhores ; 

From clime to clime, from ſtrand to ſtrand, 
Wafts every boon of every land; 
Gives freely to the frozen Iſle 
The bounties of the fervid ſoil ; 
E'en Nature's ſtern decree controuls, 
And joins, at will, the diſtant poles ; 
And, bounding o'er the barrier main, 
| Blends diſtant worlds in Traffic's chain. | 
Hence e'en the genial board proclaims her praiſe ; 
Hence on this day our Goblets brighter ſhine, 
And Joy ſmiles forth with brighter rays. 
Then, hallowed power! benignant, and divine! 
Thine be the votive theme; the triumph, Science, thine. 
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III. 2. 
Such, Philomathians, ſuch the bounteous power 
To whom we conſecrate our humble ſhrine; 
Ny | To whom our humble vows are paid: 
| To whom awhile the genial hour | 
To dedicate, in friendly Mirth we join : 
Yet, e'en in feſtive Mirth, her ſacred aid 
Invoke, to bid our feſtive tranſports riſe 
Above the ſordid herd, profane, of vulgar Joys. 


| III. 2. 
Hail Philomathians! then ; and may the name 
(As with prophetic joy my ſoul foreſees) 
Thro' diſtant ages hallow'd ſhine. 
Hail Candidates for guiltleſs fame 
Who Learning's bloodleſs palm aſpire to ſeize, 
Whoſe triumphs make no widow'd heart repine, 
But trophies leave to rouſe ſucceeding youth 
To deeds by Wiſdom priz'd, by Virtue, Honour, Truth, 


| f III. 3. 
Nor on this day ſhould be forgot | 
What names your former triumphs grac'd : 
Ah! ſnatch'd by too ſevere a lot, 
( By heedleſs Pleaſure ſnatch'd away--- 
Who quench'd the bright etherial ray.) 
Their race curtail'd ; their Fame effac'd, | 


6 ODE FOR THE ANNIVERSARY OF THE 
|  Defign'd thro' diſtant ages to proclaim 
The Glories of the Philomathian name. 
O Wynne! O PoLLarD! form'd to move 
Our CARRIES. e 
That, ſkill'd to pleaſe with fterling ſenſe; 
This, pour the rapt'rous ſtream of winning Eloquence. 
O! ſuffer one unknown to fame, 
(Who kindles at each honour'd name) 
To weep your faults---proclaim your praiſe, 
Ere yet the Memory of your Worth decays : 
O ſuffer o'er your graſſy bier 
To ſhed a younger Brother's tear; 
Oblivion's ſhades awhile controul, 
And vindicate each lumin'd ſoul; 
And ſeize the hour, in act, to own 
A rival's merits, as his own, 
Can to the Muſe's ſon appear 
As ſacred, and his rights as dear. 
Yes, let the blazon'd monument of rhyme 
(O that the Trophy might endure!) atone 
For cruel Fate's malignant crime, 
That to your aſhes grants no honoured ſtone, 5 
To make 18 mental ſtores, your e glories ern. 


| "TV. x: 
But other Worthies---other Hopes ariſe, 
To ſpread our Inſtitution's laſting praiſe, * 
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And dignify the riſing age. 
Theſe, rul'd by more indulgent ſkies, 
Shall live to graſp fair Learning's hallow'd bays, 

And ſtemming hoſtile Envy's ſerpent rage, 

Shall Admiration's grateful voice engage. 
Theſe, taught by paſt examples, ſhall deſery 

The covert rocks, and Pleaſure's ſyren lure defy. 


IV. 2. 
The Bar, for manly Eloquence renown'd, 
Its rifing Glory's nurt'ring School ſhall bleſs, 
And ſpread our Inftitution's fame ; 
The while our Worthies, civic-crown'd, 
| Shall forward to its proudeſt Honours preſs. 
Nor leſs from us the poliſh'd Arts ſhall claim. 
0 that the partial Muſe, with ſaered flame 
Might thro' this panting breaſt as certain glow, | 
And twine with laureate Bays your bard's aſpiring Brow! 


| IV. 3. 
Then f hail! ye Philomathians, hail! 
Who, in your Academic ſhade, 
With ſocial Friendſhip's genial gale 
Would fan the latent ſparks of Worth, 
And call the fires of Genius forth; 
Of Genius never doom'd to fade i 
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Oh! may the Triumphs of this feſtive day, 
While Mirth and Friendſhip waft each care . 
Still firmer knit the cordial tie, 
And ſtill an added ſpring ſupply 
To virtuous Emulation, and the aim 
Which ani mates, with force confeſt, 
Each genuine Philomathian's breaſt, 
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To win, or merit, wreaths of virtuous fame. 
Meanwhile, let Mirth and Pleaſure flow ; 
Unbend awhile the mental bow. 

Let Wine, and Wit, and Jeſt, and Song, 
Wing ſwift the roſy hours along ; 
Let Fancy blithe, her pinions plume, 
And Humour grace the jocund dome, 
But chief let Friendſhip, void of guile, 
Appear, with heart-expreſſive ſmile ; 
Till, inmate of each worthy breaſt, 
Gay Tranſport reigns, a blameleſs gueſt, 
And (guided ſtill by Reaſon's mild controul) 
This truth by Philomathians may be ſhewn, 
That even Pleaſure's mantling bowl, 

| 'Mong Learning's friends, a higher zeſt can own _ 

| | Than e'er was yet receiv'd from Senſual draughts alone. 


S '& mm 
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Coms, ye grave Philomathians ! attend to my ſtrains, 
A truce for awhile to all Science and Care, 
While the briſk-flowing bowl ſhall repleniſh our veins, 
And Friendſhip and Mirth ſhall our ſpirits repair. 
Then away with dull ſaws, 
| For in Nature's great Laws 
(Our gownſmen can tell you) 's provided this clauſe, 
That true Wiſdom to gain you muſt learn to adorn 


With Mirth's blooming fragrance grave Learning's rough | 


C HO R U 8. | 
Then true Wiſdom we'll gain, for we'll learn to adorn 


With Mirth's blooming fragrance grave Learning's rough 


| II. ; 

Thoꝰ on pinion ſublime rapt Aftronomy ſoars, 

And from heav'n's ſtarry concave quaffs draughts to the 

foul, „„ 

Vet, when tired of abſtraction, her ſtrength ſhe reſtores, 
Inſpired by the heav'n of a gay concave bowl. 


Then brothers be wiſe, 
Quaff the bowl's ſprightly joys, 


Nor Mirth's bright aſtronomy gravely deſpiſe; 
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Nor ſcorn the blithe maxim that bids you adorn 


With the grape's ſmiling cluſters grave Learning's rough 
thorn. | 


COR ULK 

We hail the blithe maxim that bids us adorn 

With the grape's ſmiling cluſters grave Learning's rough 
thorn. e | 5 


, III. 
Tho' grave Mathematics may dwell night and day 
On her lines without breadth, and her points without 
ſpace, | 
Vet her tangents and circles at times muſt give way, 
While the bowl's gay diameter fills the void 1 
Then let us reſolve | 
This problem to ſolve, 
How oft with good humour the glaſs may revolve, 
And this day's calculation be, how to adorn 


With Pleaſure's rich cluſters grave Learning's na 
thorn. 


CHAOS UT 
Be this day's calculation how beſt to adorn 
With Pleaſure's rich cluſters grave Learning's rough 
thorn. | | 


| IV. | 
Come Chemiſtry too, and thy crucibles quit, | 
Thy ſolvents, thy compounds, thy ſulphurs, phlogiſton, 
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And 1 AN to their elements Friendſhip and Wit, 
For theſe are the ſyſtems we mean to inſiſt on ; 
And the proceſs we'll try, 
Is the glaſs briſk to ply, 
Till thus our experiments cavil defy ; 
And with new tranſmutations the art we adorn, 
And to vines bluſhing fruitful change Learning's rough 
A 30 
G H 
Ves: with new tranſmutations the art we'll adorn, 
And to vines bluſhing fruitful change Learning's rough 
thorn. | 


V- | 
Tho' Logic we oft may with labour purſue, 
And in learn'd definitions contend to ſurpaſs, 
Vet the major and minor we'll now keep in view, 
Is in mirth who'll be firſt, who will laſt quit his gals 
Nor doubt we to prove, 
And each queſtion remove, 

That Genius and Friendſhip good wine can improve, 
And teach each grave wrangler awhile to adorn | 
With the grape's ſmiling cluſters dry Learning's rough 
| | thorn. | 


C HQ W U=W3: 
Yes, yes: each grave wrangler awhile ſhall adorn 


With the grape's ſmiling cluſters dry Learning's rough 
' thorn. | | 
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And Rhetoric too, with her figures ſublime, 
Who quitting the judgment appeals to the heart, 
That to Fame's hallow'd temple ſhe boldly may climb, 
Muſt the vigour imbibe wine and pleafure impart ; 
Then this ſhall, I hope, 
Be to day our chief trope, 
To give ſocial harmony unfetter'd ſcope, 
And with Joy's fragrant roſes awhile to adorn, 
And the grape's bluſhing cluſters, grave Learning's rough 
thorn. 


| „„ 1 
Yes: with Joy's fragrant roſes awhile we'll adorn, 
And the grape's bluſhing cluſters, grave Learning's rough 


thorn. K 
Vik. --: 


Yet hold, Philomathians! while circles the joy, 
While Wine, Wit, and Mirth, and Feſtivity reign, 
Let Temp'rance, not vainly, the warning ſupply, 
We are men; and would ſhine in Philoſophy's train. 
The full flowing bowl, 
Then let Prudence controul, 
And ſhew the true worth of the well-cultur'd ſoul : 
To the ſenſes no ſlaves, tho' at times we adorn 


With grapes and with roſes grave Learning's lov'd thorn. 
CH" 0-2 V's. | 
To the ſenſes no ſlaves, tho' at times we adorn | 
With grapes and with roſes grave Learning's lov'd thorn. 
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